In the Residence of Kings
rate, when he had finished, he was chagrined; and since
he never did anything badly without wanting to try it
again, when he caught sight of Bottot, as he left the hall,
he decided to use the poor fellow as a text.
This Bottot was the envoy of the directors—in par-
ticular, Barras's tool—and none of the directors was at
hand. Barras was at home, fearing the end. Too much
dalliance had sent a slow paralysis creeping into his
brain; and he was trying feebly to shave himself. Gohier
and Moulin were consoling each other, somewhere, over
coffee; Ducos did not matter, since he was Sieyes's man;
and Sieyes himself, wanting to make a good appearance
when he rode in triumph by Bonaparte's side—or, rather,
a little ahead—was practising horsemanship in the Bois.
So Napoleon, standing on the steps leading from the
courtyard into the palace, poured the vials of France's
wrath (and his own) against these unjust stewards—
the directors—on poor Bottot's head.
"What have you done"—so his voice rang through the
court—"with this France so brilliant when I intrusted
her to your care? I left you in peace; I return and find
you at war. I left you victories, and I come back to hear
of defeat. I left you the millions of Italy, and I see
spoliation and misery everywhere"—and so on; it was
much better than the speech from the tribune. Here, be-
fore those casques and shakos and the fringing crowd, he
was on his native heath. And his voice could carry; it
rang through the courts, and the walls seemed to echo
it and the cheers, as he left poor Bottot, mounted his
splendid black, and rode up and down the ranks adding
other indictments in like strain.
Then the resignations came in—forced, of course, but
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